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While for subject I could only write about the army, and I hate
it: and it would be a mean fugitive, wouldn't it, who grumbled at
his cave, finding it evil-smelling, and draughty, and too dark?
You ask me what I do with my spare time. Well, the army
uses me from 6 A.M. till 6 P.M. most days: and I'm tired and in
bed just after nine. If you fit a meal in, between 6 and 9, there is
not very much over. Half-days and Sundays I spend either riding
abroad, or in my cottage, reading, writing such letters as this, or
turning French books into English to provide the running ex-
penses of the bicycle. I don't sleep much after midnight, so that
I've time for thinking then.
I want to talk to you some day about Methuselah. We aren't
going that way, if the fellows here are an indication, and I suppose
they are extracts of the widest English class. Their only criteria
are the physical: they judge, speak, think, enjoy, only in terms
of the senses. There is nothing abstract in their lives, no idea for
them independent of an external form: and their apex, their
sublimation, is the coming together in sex of a man and a woman.
And yet you can hold out to me the hope that some day (by dint
of trying) I will wake up like them! I believe you no more than I
believe your favourable judgement of the book I tried to write.
I may be perhaps as like the others as that is like my subject, the
subject I tried to capture.
This reads rather too solemn a letter: so let's call it off. Did it
ever strike you as a merciful dispensation that we write on sheets,
not on rolls?
Will you come to Clouds Hill? I'd like to have you, though
it's little worthy of your coming, and I'm afraid Mrs. Shaw
(please thank her for her letter and cheque, which I'll explain
to her later, when I see her) will find it unclean. I'll send a map
showing where it is, to the Hotel. My own movements in Xmas
week are restricted, since I'm the clerk who indents for rations
for the camp, and they have to come daily, whoever rests. I'll
have every afternoon off, and will arrange to be sent your tele-
phone message on the morning of the fine day you'll probably
choose for coming.
My noble cycle, the poor beast who allayed my 'shrinking
nerves7 was taken out secretly by a beast who left her broken, in